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door has nothing, left but its front facade, where
a little Union Jack still flutters forlornly from a
broken window.

"The marvellous thing is the* way the church
escaped/' says the ambulance driver, pointing
to the large building standing erect amid the
devastation, untouched except for bullet holes
through tower and windows. In the churchyard
we find a small stone monument to Lord Nelson,
who lived in this district with Lady Hamilton.
The little memorial is riddled with bullets; one
has obliterated, part of the inscription. Two tiny
ornamental cannon on either side of* the stone
provide, by contrast, evidence of the "progress"
which a century and a half has brought to
the conduct of war, 'Behind the strangely
immune church, a school has suffered; its
windows are gone and the frames grotesquely
twisted. A large placard outside the door states:
"School Closed. Names for Evacuation taken
here."

In a working-class street some distance away,
war's pitifulness again appears without its
intermittent glamour. Two long rows of small
two-storey houses face one another in dreary
desolation, doorless and windowless; they are
hardly more than skeletons of houses which
appear ready to collapse at any moment. Yet
many are still inhabited; women in soiled overalls
with arms akimbo lean over the damaged